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Oti. What voyc« is this? not dead? not yet quite death 

I that am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, fo/o. 

Em. W hat ho,my Lord,my Lord. * 

Oth. Who’s there ? 

Tim. O good my LordJ’de fpeake a word wich you, 

Oth. i cs,tis Emillia, hy and by * fhee s dead j 
T is like flie comes to fpeake of Cafios death' • 

The noyfc was here ; ha,no more meuieg. 

Still as the grauc : fhall fhe ccrne in ? were’r good ? 

1 thinkc flic ftirres a game; no.wbat’sthc belt ? 

Ifflie ceme in,fhcc’Jl fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wifely wife,my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infuppomble : O hcauy home. 

Me thinks it fbould be now a huge Ecr lips 
Of Stsnne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. 1 doc befcceh yeu I may fpeake with you,- good roy Lord. 
Oth. I had forgot thee : O come in Emillia. 

Soft, by and by; let me the Curtain e$ draw, £*/.Emil, 
Where arc thou ? whats the matter with thee now ? 

Em. O my good Lord , yonder’s foulc murders done 
Oth. What, now? 

Em But now my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more necre the earth,thcn fhe was wont,. 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong I'enetiaxj 
C-jT, Rodcrtgo. 

Oth. Roderigo kild,and Cafio kild ? 

Em. No,Ci/jw isnotkild, 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild, then murders out of tune, 

And fweetcreuenge growes harfb. 

Def. O falily,falfly murdered. 

Em. O Lotdjwhat cry is that i 
Oth. That? what? ,f 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladyes voyce. 

Help') 


fhe dies. 


Hclpe,helpe,ho helpe.O Lady fpeake againe, 

Sweete Defdemo»4,0 fweete Miftrcffc fpeake., 

Del. A guiltlcffe death I die. 

Em. O who has done this deed? 

Def. No body ,1 my ftlfe, farewell : 

Con, mend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell. 

V Oth. Why, how fliould fhe be murdered? 

Em. Alas, who knowes? 

Oth. You heard her fay,hcrfclfe,it was notl. 

Em- She fayd fo,I rouft needes report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a lycr,gone to burning Hell, 

*Twas I that kild her. 

Em. 0,thc more Angell file. 

And you the bis ckcr diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly,and fire was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bdy hcr,and thou art a diuell. 

. Oth. She was falfc as water. 

Em. Thou as rafb as fire. 

To fay that fhe was falfe .• O fhe was heaucnly true. 

Oth. Cafsio did top hcr,aske thy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed.vpon iuft grounds. 

To thisexcremity,thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. Thac fhe was falfe to wcdlccke? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio : nay, had flic bin true, 

Ifheaucn would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfeft Crifolitc, 

I’de not hauc fold her for it. 

• Em. My husband ? 

Oth. I,twas he that told me firft. 

An honefl man he is,and hates the flitne. 

That flicks cn filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What neede s this iteration ? woman, I fay thy husband. 
Era. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
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